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(& QEAO. FAULT 1_ SHOULD HAVE 


SEP HER 


AFTER ALL, I'M 
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Pa CCuERN men 


] FAKED TO | 
zi DESTROY 
-| ME, THEY | -) 


SINCE I ARRIVED IN THIS 
WORLD, I've SEEN 2 
HAH EVIL. CORROPTION 
TAKES MANY GUISES 
HERE , AND. OFTEN WEARS 
A SMILING. FACE 


PART OF ME HAS 
BECOME NUNB TO 
DEPRAVITY EVEN AS 
THE BULLET-WOUN? 
IN MY SHOULDER IS 
NUMB 10 AAW: 


HIS AURA IS 
AS DARK AS 


IN SPITE OF MYSELF 
J FEEL COMPELLED 
70. FOLLOW HIM». 10. 

=| LEARN MORE 
HIM AND THE NATURE [J 
OF HIS SIN 


JO DULL THE 
AGONY IN 


THE FBS! 


_ THAT Ufe 


THAT'S SOMETHING 
I CANNOT Do. 


HERE. NEIGHBORHOOD 

USED 10 @€ TOU6H... 

‘BUT PEOPLE COULD 
LE. NOWAUAYS4 


‘AH, 600-800... 
ow 1s your” RA 
LIFE, mY 
FRIEND ? 


CAN'T COMPLAIN. GUN 
BUSINESS GETS SLOW 


WG peeve 2 


RIL. 


‘SO... WHY DON'T 
YOU POST GtARAS 
FOR PROTECTION, 


SS 
YOU THINK Z DON'T? 


THAT'S WHY YOU 
DIDN'T SEE HIM. 


PURER 
LESS CHEMICAL 
THI 


SOMETHING PUZZLES) THE 1S AA HAZARDOUS 
(weieHeoRHooD, paricuLarty) 
fom. AN IN YOUR LINE OF A 


el 
iat 


(ME , BOO-B00. 


‘THEY DON” 
He ORS 


GUN LL 
COST YOU THREE 
BILLS .NO TAX. HA. 


sum 
7 AUTUMN AND 


ER 
THEN 


WHY DO THEY 
LOCK THEMSELVES: 
IN. CAGES 10 MOVE 
BETWEEN FLOORS? 


= 


with A TOUCH } 
Y SWORD-HANC | If 


WHEN I RECOVER, IAM LOOKING AT A SHELF 
OF BECKS IN THE *LIVING ” ROOM 


4 BOOK, 

IS A COLLECTION OF 
NEWSPAPER ” 
ARTICLES 


AND ANOTHER MAN, IN 
ACITY CALLED ST. (RUE, 
»- | (e BUTEMERED APTER 


QUDGE HIM NOW. 


MY SHOULDER 
THROBS 
AN ANOTHER 
BESTOW. 


ee aa 


STUPID, STUPIO! 
OUD YA SHUTTUP, 


WHEN 1. HEAR THE SCREAMING STOP. 
WHEN I HEAR THE MUFFLED UPACT 
OF A BODY LANDING ON SNOW- 
COVERED PAVEMENT, 1 AAW 


FAULT, TLD HER 
SHUTTUP, BUT SHE 
WOULDN'T, HADDA 
DOIT, SHOULDA 
SHOT 


Someniine evse 
NOW , SOMETHING 

I 5EE AS CLEARLY | 
ASI SEE THIS |. 
ROBBER'S AURA. | 


ISAlzZ 


THIS WORLOS .EVIL:ts 
AND DISTINCT AS THAT 


Wrou seu wearons. " you sown 
THROBS. SUCH AS THIS._(A WEAPON 
y TO LEON J 
1 || \enise. 
Put 


AND 1 WONDER wHaT crise WX \ 
iS DOING WHILE T LEARN \ 


WHY DO THEY DO IT 


THOMAS E. WYMAN \ D0 YoU D0 YOU IMAGINE 
OF SUTTON PLACE. ] THINK THAT ) -\ ANYONE REALLY 
0 YOU SAVED A 2 CARES? 
USELESS CRIPPLE A 

FROM DESTRUCTION , 


NO ONE PULLED AGR \ WHY WEREN'T : 
OUT FROM UNDER A/ YOU THERE WHEN 
SUBUAY TRAIN: MY MOTHER DIED. 
THOMAS E. WYMAN 2, 


ee 
‘Wid MOTHER DIED AND 


NO ONE SAVED HER 


MY SHOULDER 
THROBS 


SWORD “HAND 
16 USELESS 


IN THE COLD ANO THE 
SNOW , I SEE BECKY'S 
FACE ACCUSING Me 


MY SHOULDER. 
DOESN'T HURT 
ANYMORE: « 


WHITE MOHENEES 
ALLS MY MIND: 


7 woecny | 


HEARO YOU 


SCREAM 


BUT A BULLET 
0 your 
SPINE AND A COOL 
BIEL KWFE TO 
GIVE YOUR GUTS 
SOME. DAYLIGHT 


" SrERANE IVT THE SNOW, LEQV CRISP SHIVERS, ty WOT 
FROM TRE COLD. EVERY TUNE, [7 HAPPENS LE 


CUTTING THEM OPEN, HE 
PEELS GO0O: HE FEELS 
PROUD, AS IF HES DOING 
‘SOMETHING JHPORTAWT- 


LEON CRISP TAKES 
COMEER TO DI 
THAI 


THIS BRAND OF 
DUBTICE 16 TOO 
‘BRU 


LT 6ick. 
I THINK my 
‘SHOULDERS E 


FONE 


